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"Our hut____"
" Our hut is left, but Fiodot's has been burnt down. Our
Mied caught, too, but the Reds put it out themselves.
Fiodot's wife fled and told us their officer said not one of the
poor cossacks' huts was to be burnt, but all those of the
Bourgeoisie/'
" Well, the Lord be praised! Christ save them! " the
woman crossed herself.
A stern old man intervened indignantly :
" What are you saying, woman ? They've burnt down
your neighbour's hut and you're crying: ' The Lord be
praised!'"
" My neighbour can quickly build a new hut, but what
could I do if ours was to be burnt down ? " the woman
swiftly retorted. " Fiodot's got a pitcher of gold buried,
but I've had to work all my life for others/'
" Let me go, mother! " the rider leaned down from his
saddle. " I've got to hurry with this packet/'
The woman turned and walked along at the horse's side
for a moment, then ran back to the wagon, while the courier
shouted:
" Make way! I've got a packet for the commander-in-
chief. Make way! "
The horse pranced and side-stepped, the people reluctantly
opened a road, and the rider went with apparent deliberation.
But he soon disappeared behind the wagons, behind the
backs of the bullocks and horses, and only the lance swung
above the enormous crowd as he made his way to the river.